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Merr Coor
A

Pr,n^L oF Dlr.,r,rANcE

I am procrastination
I am the leading advocate of tomorrow
Anything you need to do
Any responsibility you have
I will re-schedule it
I will give you time when no one else will
Come to me
And let me put your stress on lay-away
Walk away from the task at hand
Let it ferment in my warehouse
Contract my services
Feed me your motivation
Under immense pressure
Diamonds are created
Just imagine what your burden could become
If only you'd let me hold it for you

Let me be the nirvana in your drink
Swallow your ambitions
We'll waste the day away in euphoria
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ANov BnuNroN
Trrrs oLD METAPHoR
It's raining again
These days filled with pain

My stomach
like a bucket
gathering drops through
the crack in my mouth

This old metaphor has become self-aware
like the splash from water
poured into water
like tires through a puddle
and you on the sidewalk

like a hose
turned playfully on a fricnd
Likc a squirt gun
on a hot day

I want to spit.
When I told you my father's story
you said, how did you never tell me that?
And I couldn't answer at first
Because it did not fcel real

Likc a screenplay I'd written
about myself

His life, his pain, my own are drops of waler
that resemble each other
but not the clouds they fell from
and certainly not

puddlcs
We share the pain in our stomachs
like water balloons
dropped on whoever walks under us
And the drenching ruins their day
to our satisfaction
Pain is ncver original
even when swallowed
We spit out clich6
a mixture of bile and water
on our friends, on the audicnce
Or whocvcr comes close enough
to get wet
We do it because to be dry is to be alone
We usc clich6 becausc it's the same cloud
For every person
For every city

And bccause
no onc carries umbrellas in L.A.
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EnrN DonNBv

IN'Vrxnv Crncr,ns

Been raining
for days now:
Puddles outside my window swell
up past the tree roots.

Footprints drowned
in soggy grass
All evidence of
night erased.

I can't tell if
it's my ticking clock
or the constant dripping
next to my bed.
Runoff filters like coffee
percolating in gutters.
And every inch of water sweeps
a lonely blue.

My mind moves
in windy circles.
Whistling around comersOver eaves.

Reminding the branches
that soon
they will shiver
naked.

4
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DnB DBB HocnN
PHvsrcll, THnru.pv
we wander 'round the room
a personal battlefield
stalking the monster machines
who laugh at our pain
which is dark
as mortal sin,
though we are not guilty
of any crimes,
only victims of
precarious falls
accidents
surgery
arthritis
or 'other.'

slowly we move like
stringed puppets
in restless rhythms
of rehabilitation
reps
range of motion
strengthening exercises
a therapist's firm hands.
we are the broken,
the hurt
willing ourselves
stretching ourselves
back together
with bruised smiles
and tender dreams
of being whole again.
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Enrxe McReB
A Pontts Ponivr
I

need a reassuring true Poem

A "You're-not-alone" Poem
An "I-know-what-you're-going-through" poem...
And "This-is-what-you-should-do" poem

How about a honest poem...a full of strife poem
A "Tell-it-like-it-is" poem
No sugarcoating and playing down life poem
A "No-matter-the-vintage-point, life-is-just-unjust" poem
Not a "playing by the rules" Poem
But a "Do-what-it-takes-to-survive" poem
A "bribe-to-stay-alive" Poem

I

need a "I-can-rela!e" Poem

"My daddy's a salesman...he sells cocaine" po€m
"Some indecent things help to create our fate" poem
Forget the Brady Bunch, How about the Osbourne's? poem

"Don't lie to the youth, by hiding the truth" poem
"Feed them the facts and all that matters on a silver plattet'' poem
Cut out all the "everything-is fine" chatter and exterminate that everything-iseverything persona
Because you could inhale once more only to find you've suffocated on your own
rcpressron...poem

https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol2006/iss2/21
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RBsBcce HnnnISoN

Pucrrcn

Spl,cn

Five suvs. blue and white liehts
Three-ainps, three drum sets-and a Chinese man's hat.
Emptv Icehouse cans on tables
Neit io an untuned, unplugged organ.
Fender Strat, Ibanez, Pearl
Nameless African djembe.
Numbers of Asian men are nailed to the wall
Protective baniers of dime-size slotted eyes.
Cords are piled on the floor
Like heapd of sticky, starchy, spaghetti strands.

Is it Buddv Hollv on the bonsos?
His blackihick framed glassds think so.
Pedals, of rainbow floral hue, hide scraps of carpet

Howling guitar player's wah-face.

Bradlev dog cowers
Snares-mak--e his ears scream.

And Little Wing caresses the air
Resurrecting thE spirit of Mr. Hendrix.

ONATHAN KTNC
Srrr,p

Mrnacn

TNsPTRED BYJAMES

Llucnr,rN

Moonlight reveals the
image of her beauty casting a
silhouette from afar she stands
silent perched on a narrow
ledge focused as a cheetah stalks
its prey I stare into the
depths of her being and tip-

-toe through a cloud of stolen
images only to find I did not exist.
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MecuaN PntcHRno
Dnnaus rN'WHrrn Roonns
I had a drcam last night.
You wcrc thcrc,
Likc a sugar bowl alicr brcaklast.

Spilling out spoons o[ whitc.
And in my silcnt dcspcration
For rrxrms without doors
A pcrfcctly padded pcriphcry
From cciling 1rl cotlon floor.
It was too carly in my slumber
For dying and rearvicw mirrors
Your body sprawlcd out on my mattrcss,
Like chickcn pox lbvers.

I camc in and out ol'bedrooms.
Mumblcs from onc world ltl thc ncxt.
It is sleeping solitary
Whcrc words silence color
And makcs color meaninglcss.
Drcam in sepia,
Or rcd words that spin.
Allusion and sunrise-A dreadcd rcunion.

MBusa BBIUcUESNE
SBpLnarroN
I love the salty smcll of thc ocean and how thc sand secms to dance betwecn my tocs as- the_ wind whirls ii around my fcct. I can feel the sun's rays bcating against my back and I wish I had
remembcrcd to put on sunscrecn this morning. I know my skin is gctting
redder with cvciy stcp I take. Today is onc of thosc lazy days and I don't plan on going home
until late aftemoon. I wondcr how I'ar out I can swim...
Placing my fccl into thc ocean, I don't nolicc that the clouds are tuming gray. I wadc past thc
children playing by thc shore. I dive into thc watcr, swimming past fish and
seahorsci. When I'look up, I scc sca gulls soaring through thc sky. I don't noticc that sun is
quicklv moving bchind the clouds. I'm cncrgized and happy to bc outsidc. It's raining a gcntlc
mist aaross thCocean. All of a suddcn, I'm not as warm as I w:r's a fcw hours ago- I can'l slop
shiverine. I'm tcrrificd whcn I look around: norlh, south, cast, wesl, I don't know which way I
lookcd. No mattcr what dircction- I can't see the shorc...anywhcre. I know il'I keep swimming
eventually I'll llnd land, "lt's just a mat(cr of time," I tell myself.
Thc rain stans falling hardcr and hardcr like punches pounding my body into the watcr. Evcry
timc I try lo brcalhe, I swallow watcr instcad of air. The rain is pushing mc bcncath the_ surlacc.
I've been swimming for miles and it docsn't sccm likc I have gotten anywherc; that's thc
momcnt I realized l-ve bcen trcading water thc cntirc timc. It's dark and I can't rely on stars or
thc moon to hclp me. I can't scc past the pellets falling from thc sky. I start screaming for hclp.

It's useless- no onc hcars me. ..
"Wakc up," says a familiar voicc as hc gcntly shakes mc awakc. "You havc bcen
whimpering in your slccp- is everything ok?" I tcll him everything and hc holds my hand. I
look down and watch my fingcrs tum into wlter.
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Loru DReeecH
Mr r,l,r.Nro Mr LLAMADAY LA LLUvTA
you who took away
the rain from my soul,
ah ! my soul full of rain
full of rain oh my blessed soul

;Ay! hombre de mi ahorita,
tri que llevaste
la lluvia de mi alma,
lay! mi alma llena de lluvia
llena de lluvia ay mi almita

the rain the rain the rain,
no promise of a mother's milk
for the newborn mouth
nor hope for a new greening
of the earth.

;ay! la lluvia la lluvia la lluvia,
sin promesa de leche materna
para la boca del recidn nacido
sin esperanza de un nuevo verdor
de la tierra.

Ah! the rain the rain the rain,
each drop a jaggcd blade
through my heart.

cada gota una daga dentada

Ah! man of my ahorita,

ah !

I have shoutcd across the Culf

;Ayl la lluvia la lluvia la lluvia,
en mi coraz6n.
He gritado a travds del Golfo
tf has llegado
por Gibraltar,
ay tf de la ciudad sin fin
en esta orilla infinita del mar,
t de la piel canela
dorada por este eterno sol.

and you have reached
across Gibraltar,
O you of the eternal city
by that endless waterfront,
you of the cinnamon skin
deepened by that everlasting sun.

y

My flow of tears my call

Mi llanto mi llamada

from the depths

de las profundidades

as the rain

mientras la lluvia
me llevaba a la penumbra
donde esperaba la muerte

carried me to the shadows
where I awaited death
and now ah! how I feel you
in my depths
my flow of tears
in the immcnse prairie
of your arms

my call
and the sweetness of my shower
of honey
ah! my rain my rain my rain
and your nighted form
that bewitched me.

Published by Fisher Digital Publications, 2005

y ahora 1ay! como te siento
hasta en mis profundidades
mi llanto
en la inmensa llanura
de tus brazos

mi llamada
y la dulzura de mi lluvia
de miel

lay! mi lluvia mi lluvia mi lluvia
y tu silucta anochecido
que me hechizti.
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Eurrv RveN
Sounuuns You Fnnr, Lrrn A Nur . . .
The scene oDens to what looks like a ktw-budRet talk show. Seated is the host, Dick; a midtlleapetl nun. ilcnder handsome und pruvinp wiih Chitklet sized teeth. Next to him is his guest, u
mitn dresse,l as a sauirrel. The squ7rcil, ilamcd Nigel, sits on edge, agitued and uncomfortable,
(onr,antly twirching, his nose druI tuil. Back frcm wmmenial' thc show commcnces u'ith u
sound-t rack of applause.

Hosl: Welcomc back cvcryonc! (cheesY aDplausc track) As you know. our show today is
dedicatcd to cmbarrassing slories and thcii bffccts on thosc involved. We arc now talking with
Nigel Squirrcl. wclcomc io thc show Nigcl.

Squirrcl: Thank you very much, Dick, il's good to be here. (morc of thc applausc track)
Host: So lcfs start tiom the bcginning, I undcrstand that this-is- thc -first timc-you have stepped
out of hidine since vour Drcmalurc hilrcrnation earlicr in thc fall. What cxactly happened ttt
makc vou trirn in so earlv l
Souirr"t, W"tt Dick, ir's truc, lhis is the lirs( timc I havc lctt my hole in Willow Trcc l*4 in ftrur
wick.s. {gasps lcading to applausc by fakc audicncc track) It all staned on a fairly nicc day . . .
(host inlerrupts with a chccsy grin)
Host: Sccms likc most stories stan out that way. (a laugh track is playcd, bu( is a bit too delayed
for Dick's liking - he is momcntarily agitatcd)
Squincl: (with a shuddcr) Ycah. . . wcll like I was saying. I was just minding my own busincss.
co'llectins nuts to DrcDarc for thc lons wintcr. Thcrc wasn't a cloud in the sky, and thc brcczc
was still"warm, bdt likc mom always-uscd to say. "A happy squirrel is a preparcd squirrcl."
Host: Mmm-hmm, she sounds likc an intelligcnt...squirrel, so what happcncd ncxt?

Souincl: Wcll. I had found this rcallv grcat pilc of acoms, iust sitting thcrc' wailing to he
ha'rvcsted. I lry nol to do this too mdcli. hut I just had to stilp and lry out thc goods - you know
how that is . .

.

Host: Yes. I rcallv do, I don't think I would havc bcen divorced four times if I had takcn a littlc
fint. (laulh track plays, and Dick chucklcs) So, you were just standing thcrc, caling a
couplc acoms, and what happencd'l

nibblc

Squirrcl: Well, Dick, it's rcally hard lbr me to talk about, but all of thc sudden, one o[ the nuts
juit jumped up and slartcd chasing mc.
(laugh track plays, Dick looks surprised; yct plcascd at this; Squirrel is a bit dismaycd)
Host: Wait, so onc of the nuts jumped up, and was chasing you, a squincl? (morc of thc laugh
track)

Souincl: Ycs. I was st.r fri[htcncd that whcn I got to mv holc, I iumpcd in and dccided not ttr
cohe out. Until your show-con(aclcd me. I was=facing I long hibcmhtion wilhout nearly cnough
food.

Host: That could havc becn bad. That's why wc would like to help you with your food
situation, we rcally fccl fbr you.
(applausc track played)

Host: Comc on oul! (Dick gcsturcs to cunain with his arms extendcd; clatcd smilc exposing all
of his huge white leeth)
A mun in an acom suit iumps out from behind the curtain. He is waving his arms and running
and hegins running frig,htened
towards squirrel who uion
-The ieeinxihe nut, iumps out ol his chuir
< hasi con,inues as the applause tack is pluyed, and lishts tum out.
throuphoit the studio.
Curtain
IO
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Anr Gll,r,nny
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MrcHeBr SrBcr
You CaN'r Pl,nx Youn Er,nPulNr
Ou M.l'rN Stnnnr, You xNow
LAW: A pcrson may nol cross state lines with a duck atop his head. (Location: Unitcd Statcs,
Minncsota)
In high school I was very experimental with my hair. I just fclt likc it nccded to be a
difl'erent color evcry week. I'm not exactly sure why but for some reason I thought this was a
good idea. I wantcd to look different from the person I was and I haled blond hair. In fact, I
actually camc to loathc the dirty blond creature that perched on top of my head. I gucss I f-elt
fhat my blond hair matic mc stand out to much. I wanted to be like the guys I saw on tclcvision
who all were abnormally goodJooking and thcy all had dark hair. why couldn't I bc likc cveryonc clsc?

Of course if my goal was to blend in likc evcryone elsc, thc lbct scemed to eludc me
that no one else's hair color changed every wcck, although thc intcrcsting dichotomy was in
somc ways I wanted to stand out. I wanted pcoplc to take noticc of mc because I was diffcrcnt,
yet p.[t of mc just wanled to fit in. My mind was likc a big tub of yogurt with the fruit on thc
bottom thal you could swirl around. One part wantcd just the plain vanilla and thc other wantcd
that fruit all swirlcd around for cvcryone to tastc. I gucss one way to accomplish both was to
changc my hair. One week my hair was the color ofa copper kettle. Thc ncxt it would bc thc
color of fudgc. Another timc it was the color of ruslcd metal and likc thc Sonny and Cher song
says, "(hc bcat gocs on," and on, and on.
I was also completely influcnced by the media. I lived for MTV. I drcamt of being a
rock star but my singing soundcd likc a dying cow, so it was never going to happcn l
worshippcd all of thc Pop/Rock Gods and none of thcm more than Madonna. From lloor to
ceiling my bcdroom was slathercd in pictures of Madonna in every incamation. Evcry timc shc
changed hcr look I would get that itch that I couldn't scralsh and I'd wanl to changc my hair
again too. I wantcd to be like Madonna and all thc othcr gods with thc cool hair.
One adventurous time I was fecling a little on thc cdgc, thinking I was Cyndi Lauper or
something, and I thought coloring my hairjct black and lcaving the front light blond would kxrk
extra cool. And with that thought I rushcd to CVS to buy mysclf some magic-markcr-black hair
color. I rushed homc barcly able 1() contain thc excitement for my latest hair "don't."
I watchcd thc scconds tick away on my aqua Swatch Watch, waiting lor thc 45 minutes
thc directions said it took. As I waitcd, thc dark slop on top of my head grcw darkcr and darker.
It lookcd like I pourctl a cup of tar on my hcad. I briefly thought that this may not havc bccn the
bcst choice fbr me. Yet, alicr I rinsed all thc muck out of my hair I actually thought I was looking prctty tucking cool.
On a trip to thc optomctrist's office shortly after my new hair scssion-de-jour, I was
sitting in a chair waiting for thcm to bring mc my ncw conlact lcnscs to try on. Out of thc
comcr of my cyc I caught a glimpsc of something in the mirror and I ncarly lcapt out of my
chair bccausc I actually thought, for a sptit second, that a skunk had somchow landed on my
head. I lookcd likc I had Pep6 Lc Pcw sitting where my hair should bc. I could barcly mufflc
my screcch as I quickly made a mad dash out of thc officc and straight to thc drug store.
As quick as I could I ran homc with my hair color rcmoval kit. I just praycd it would
work and could salvagc this cartoon skunk on my head. I rcad thc instructions and I thought in
my briltiant reasoning that I would not lcave it on as long as it said, so I could just lightcn the
colorabit. I applicd. I waitcd. I rinsed. I lookcd in the minor and this time thc cry camc out
likc thc wail of a banshcc. Instead of my fricnd Pcp6, I now secmcd to have somcthing that
rcscmblcd a dcad duck on my hcad. I went from skunk to mallard in just l5 minutcs. I1 was
every which color but right.
r5
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I callcd to my mothcr who quickly ran to the bathroom not sutc what thc hell I had donc
this rimc. When shc finit saw me she litcrally jumpcd back a l'ew lcct and thcn quickly tricd to
maintain hcr "Mom" composurc.
"lt docsn't bok that bad," she said.
"Mom, it looks likc a dcad duck on my hcad."
"Well, ycs," she said, with a smile that lookcd like somconc was stepping on her
tocs while she was doing it. "You'rc kind of righl."
"Thanks Mom. Ytru wcrcn't supposed to agrcc."
"l know, lct mc go makc an appointment at my salon."
Aficr going to thc salon and sitting in a chair for almost ftrur hours and embarrasscd
bcyond bclicf, my hair was tixed. My dcsirc 1o cvcr color my hair again mysell' was also llxcd,
at lcast for that weck.
LAW: Pcrsons classificd as "ugly" may not walk down any street. (Location: united slatcs,
California, San Francisco)

I rcmcmber onc timc bcing in Markctplace Mall in Hcnrietta, Ncw York' [t was thc
place my fricnds and I would always go to hang out' evcn if wc had no moncy to buy anything'
i remembcr skipping school onc time and driving up to the big city. It was a big dcal becausc
we werc from Cinantlaigua, NY, an6 thc namc of the town was bigger than thc town. Therc
wasn't much to do in thc uplight little villagc so wc'd always want to venturc out into the grcat
beyond, and back then that would be thc mall.
Wc wcre sitting in thc food court, cating somc proccsscd tbrxl (if you could even
classify that fast food gunk as food) an<l in through lhe glass doors walked somcthing and I
stress thc thing at the cnd of that word. I think I had to closc my eyes and rub thcm to makc
sure I hadn't gotten somcthing on my contact lcnses. All I could think whcn shc or it walked
through thosc doors was that it wa.s this chnractcr, Augra, from thc movie "Thc Dark crystal."
The rcd, tattercd, moth-catcn dress she was wearing lookcd idcntical to thc onc thc charactcr
wore. Shc had this hair that was pilcd so high that it doublcd hcr height. It was so matled and
fizz.y that ir no longer lookcd like hair. Maybc it was just a 30O-year-old wig. Thc color was
this dead gray color likc thc color of a tombstone but it had chunks of rcd strands of straw
strewn throughout.
I thought about this crcaturc as shc proudly walkcd through the mall past all the starcs,
the snickcrs and the pcoplc blatantly pointing at her. Though I couldn't rcally scc her tace
becausc it wa.s coveretl by thc monstcr she lct live on top of hcr head, I caught a glimrner of
something that look likc hcr tccth in the shapc of a smilc. I wondered how shc could march
through that place without caring what pcoplc thought. I thought about mysclf as I walked down
the halls of Canandaigua Academy and how I was always afraid thal peoplc wcre stanng at mc,
giving mc thc same jabs and jcers. I always fclt like somconc had took my mind and shoved it
into this strangc body that ncvcr seemed to move lhe way I wantcd it to. And yet this creaturc
struttcd through the mall as proud as a pcacock displaying its grand feathcrs.
I wondcred what mirror she was looking in when shc got rcady 1() go out on thc prowl'
Was it somc crazy funhousc mirror that showcd you in somc dislorted view or did shc have a
minor likc Maliticent ha<l in Snow White that instead of telling hcr the truth, licd to hcr and told
hcr she was thc faircst in thc land? All I kncw was that I wantcd that mirror. I wantcd my
mirror to tell mc I looked good. I wanted my mirror to stop crying out that I was not cvcn close

to the laircst of thcm all.
Augra continued her stroll down the mall, pushing her own pcrsonal cart, fillcd with
bags of mystcrious contents that I was probably bctlcr off not knowing what was insidc' funher
into rhe heart of thc mall. I rhought if she could walk with her hcad hcld up high, cspccially
holding what could havc been her housc on her hcad, thcn there was no rcason for me to cvcn
think there was anything wrong with mc. I realizcd I didn't need a lying mirror, I just nccdcd to
look past what I thought I saw. I also didn't want somc mirror lying to mc and letting mc go out
IO
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in public looking like I was rode hard and put away wct.

LAW: You'rc not allowed to park your elephant on Main Street. (Location: Unitcd

Statcs,

Minncsota, Virginia)

I remember my second grade tcacher Miss Ismann. Hcr high pitched voice still rings in
my ears. I can't recall the exact words but she always remindcd my of Edith Bunkcr from "All
in thc Family." Well, more like what Edith's mothcr would be like. Somctimcs hcr pcrf'cctly
coilbd do would be slightly crooked, much to our glee. I used to lovc watching "Thc Carol
Bumcttc Show" and I always thought Miss Ismann's wig looked like Carol's charactcr Eunicc on
thc show, sort of likc a brown bob with a poodlc puff in the front and along the bottom cdgcs' In
hcr dark monolonc colors, her favorite was gray, she lookcd likc an baby elephant with a winlcr
hal on. I used to imaginc somconc walking her down Main Strcct for our annual Christmas Day
parade or maybe, morc appropriatcly, St. Patrick's Day, sincc I think shc likcd to sneak a nip of
the bottle now and again.
When we would takc tcsts in class, we would have to all linc up in a singlc filc line at
her desk and wait for our papers to bc gradcd. I'm nol exactly surc why Miss Ismann was the
way she was. I don't know if it was that she had a bottle of gin tuckcd away in hcr Iarge pune
shc always carricd or if she was just old, but as shc got furlher down thc linc, shc would start to
fall aslccp whilc she wa.s grading our papcrs.
"Miss Ismann, Miss Ismann," someonc would call out.
With a loud snort she'd raise hcr hcad and push back her wig that had fallcn far ovcr her
forchcad. The kids uscd to whisper about how shc was completely bald undemeath. Thcy also
used to talk about how onc time a boy had broughl a lishing pole to school, and how, during onc
of Miss Ismann's naptimcs, he had thrown the linc ovcr thc large movable walls of our
classmom that lookcd likc big Legos. Supposedly thc hook had landcd right on lop ofher wig
and pulled it right up oft hcr bald head. I imaginc if it did happcn it probably took hcr a fcw
minutes to wakc up and cven realiz,e what had happcncd.

If you wcre onc of thc lucky ones, you got your papsr gradcd whilc she was falling
asleep, like I always scemcd to. Shc would take her rcd pcn and chcck the answers that wcre
wrong and when she went 1() pul your lctter grade on il, that's whcn it happcned. Just as she
finished writing my "A" hcr head fcll lower as if her wig werc madc of lcad. As her head fell
down, her hand stancd to drift on thc papcr like a psychic doing automatic writing.
"Miss Ismann," I said, gently taping hcr mushy shoulder.
"Tcn dividcd by two, oh," shc mumblcd as she kick-started back to lifc. "Good job,
Billy, you got an A."

"It's Mikcy."
"What?"
"Never mind," I said.
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usrrN Mrnpn
Fnnnoonn ro Dn-PRESS
It was a not-for-profit beginning-he was in it for the story. Now his office

teems with

dirt.
The President caught in under an intern's skirt: Have You Seen the Commander in
Briefs?
Yellow paper printed in grey-throw away.
Oh, but I digress.

truth! He yells to midnight Boston, horse-backed. Tell the people:
Pedophiles at the Pulpit! Front page. Cover up! Bold type. Let's spread the word:
Spread the

Lawsuits Topple Steeple.
Meanwhile, Joe Schmo rapes four thirteen-year-olds in Bunker Hill.
The public asks, "Who's Joe Schmo?"
Oh, but I digress.

Opinion piece: Is It Still PC to Support the Troops? One if by land' Ttvo if by sea.
How many if by car-bomb? Thousands lay in the waste-death by an unknown enemy.
Wait a second...see no enemy, hear no enemy-speak to distract: Blasphemy in the
House of White.
He speaks of politics not peace.

Will his malarkey

never cease?

Oh, but I digress.

Ajournalist can bring us our daily heartache.
But he never thinks of the babies-millions ended.
Not a thought...

r8
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Erns VnNSoN
BOTOX
we hunt the things that we let out of the cage.

call it sport, but the bite marks leave a promise.
we bought the things they swore would camouflage our age'

call it botox, but our smiles are set in granite.
true love got lost somewhere in between the sheets and mattress. thirty-second clips are
what we saw; a single sip of what went on. the decor: a fake set. the scripted lines of a
true romantic. at least pretend the sunset turns you on. we'd be convincing with a little
practice. we sold ourselves in movies; pink death on the silver screen. can't feel a thing,
but don't stop moving. you're so natural. so natural. cut through red tape. pan out to a
parking lot. unroll the welcome mat and kiss the hand that's taking your snapshot. paint
on a plastic face: synthetic beauty that i can't erase. come sit with me: a perfect portrait
for my limousine. the only thing that all the pretty girls wanted was 20 minutes in a
broadway production. you'll be the cover of this week's heartthrob. you don't have to like

it, baby, it's your job.
tonight?
tonight, staccato skeletons stumble out of my closet, marching one by one like dripping
drops from a faucet.
tonight, electric lights meet stage fright and bend at the knees as the disco ball throbs
like the moon spreading seeds.
tonight, these arms will swell into barbed-wire dolphin fins; helium laughter spat through
glass toothless grins.
we sold ourselves in movies; pink death on the silver screen. i hope you know that you're
the reason i left the city smiling.
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ASoN CorucNo
E sclpn rN THE'Wrl,onnNnss
out on her deck overlooking the wilderness, the mother was looking for her son.
Her l3-year-old ran away again. She figured he was somewhere out in the back of their
five acres, but she had no idea where. She clutched her whiskey glass and lit a cigarene.
listened
She screamed his name in a voice that sounded like she had a sore throat. She
for a response as she finished her drink. In her Mrs. cleaver house dress and white
ruffled apron, she thought to herself, hoy is he going to get it'
Meanwhile, Dominic sat among the tall oaks and fall leaves scattered about the
ground. He leaned against the trunk of a thick and watched the leaves as the cold air
blew them to new homes. His nose was cold and red; he felt it start to run out of his left

nostril. He used his jacket sleeve to wipe his nose, but he couldn't stop the constant
drips. still, that wasn't his main concern. He rubbed his cold fingers under his eye and
felt the bruise start to form. It was still throbbing, but it was a pain he had grown
accustomed to. He wanted to cry so badly, but he knew it would do no good. Instead,
he started to think about all the other bruises, cuts, broken bones, fractures, and sprains.

There was the time he forgot to organize the books in the library of their
enonnous house; for that, he got beaten with a wooden spoon. when he had made more
with a
than one error during his weekly piano lesson, his mother would slap his hands

ruler for the number of additional mistakes. still, his worst punishments came when
report cards came out. For every grade below an A, his mother would lock him in the
downstairs storage closet for one hour. Sometimes, he spent up to six hours locked in
way
the room no bigger than a closet. His only company was the rats that made their
throughout the basement and into the closet.
These rats scared him at first, but he eventually got used to them' They never
just go about their
bothered him or hurt him in any way, unlike her. Instead, they would
business. If only life were that simple. If only people realized basic human needs'

Dominic'sonlysolacecamefrombeingoutdoorsandawayfromthewomanhe
hated so much. on her calmer days, Dominic's mother would kick him outside onto
their property to "reflect" on what he did wrong. He would spend hours climbing trees'
chasing deer and squinels, and looking at the sky. He often lost track of time, so his
mother would yell for him to come inside. Mostly, he ignored her screams, which forced
her to come out and grab him by the neck. He knew if his mother was drinking that he
would be beaten anyway.
As a result, he took to creating his own world. The large oak was his home. His
mother was the doe and his father the stag. The foxes were his brothers and the
squirrels his little cousins. He knew they didn't talk, but that wasn't a bad thing to him.
Most of the words he heard his mother say were four letter gems that children weren't
https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol2006/iss2/21
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supposed to repeat.

This time he knew things would have to be different. He had suffered enough
and ncedcd to figure out how to escape. Sure, he knew 9-l-1, but no one would believe
him. After all, his mother was one of the wealthiest women in their town. Not only that,
she seemed to have connections with every law enforcement group in the area. No,

Dominic knew that only he could be the master of his destiny.
Recalling his knowledge of the woods and the outdoors he spent so much time
in, he walked over to an area where the land sank in. Perfect, he thought to himself. He
ran 500 f'eet back to his shed and grabbed a shovel. As he made his way back, he saw
his mother through the kitchen window, sipping a drink and smoking her cigarette. He

figured it was probably her third seeing as it was almost 6 o'clock. He knew she would
be looking for him soon, so he took off his sneakers and tiptoed down the deck stairs.
All of a sudden, he heard the deck door open. His mother had walked out. He

fell to the ground and laid on his stomach. Dominic was conscious of his body's
movement. As he smelled the fall that was still in the leaves, he begged to hear hcr
footsteps followed by the closing of the deck door.
"Come inside, Dominic. It's almost dinner timc," his mother said. She walkcd
back inside and returned to her whiskey bottle and glass. She lit another cigarette and
watched the small television in the kitchen.

As soon as he hcard the closing door, Dominic got back to his spot and began
digging. His thin frame worked tirelessly until his arms became weak' Eventually, he
declared himself finished and began disguising the holc with brush. When he was
finished, he knew it was a matter of time before his mother would start calling.
"Dominic," she screamed, "Get in here if you want to live to see fourteen!" She
heard no response. As the alcohol saturated her system, she grabbed her spatula and fur
coat. He's really going to regrenftr-s, she thought to herself.
She began stumbling into the wooded area; thc alcohol had taken its hold on her.
Dominic could hear her walking on the dried leaves, coming closer and closer with each

step. He sat down, hiding behind the oak tree watching her hunt. She was only feet
away, but her drunkenness had overpowered her sight. He started thinking about what
life would be like without her. I will have the house all to myself', he thought. Then, he
felt a sudden jolt to his shoulder. He returned to reality.
She grabbed his shirt saying, "So you think you can fool me, huh? You don't
think that's been done before? Why do you think the hole is there in the first place?
Let's go." She brought his face inches from hers and stared at him, half-angry, half-

drunk. Dominic could smell the alcohol on her breath and he turned away. She dragged
him towards the house as she continued to stumble. She opened the patio door and
oushed him inside. He wondered if he would even survive to think of Plan B.
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Ssptln BvnNp
Tru.rr,nn ElnrHquAKE
There are times
when the barriers between the world
and you
seem so flimsy and thin.

The night I swept the floor
in our little house-trailer
Gathering crumbs of bread and dirt,
Pieces of spit-out food. dust bunnies
All gathered in by the long reach of a corn broom
A soft whooshing sound as broom-strands hit vinyl tile
a neat pile taking shape.

I oulled the chairs out from the table,
one by one,

Stopping to read a magazine
that lay open on the table's edge.
Full of stories that happened
far away from my trailer-house
on my muddy road

in my tiny town
The broom still in my hand.

I read about lives of newsworthy people,
Watching the late spring sun shine though the dust motes
Quietly.
Children all asleep, the evening turning silent,
When the floor started shaking,
Undulating softly beneath me.
The walls began to shudder gentlY
Then harder
As some determined force
Shook our home like we were in the spin cycle of a washer.
Windows cracked, dishes clattered
I held on to the broom tightly
Steadied myself on the table

Then, slowly, the shaking grew less,
subsided until there was only the shaking in my knees left.
It was then I knew
AII that lay between me and a bottomless chasm in the earth
Was a few inches of aluminum,
Pressboard flooring and some tiny wires
Suspended on eight cinderblocks
In the mud.
That was it.
After that, the place never seemed quite whole,
Never seemed able to keep out the elements
The wind, snow rain, or sun
All that stood betwesn us and all that
Was that flimsy aluminum skin.

https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol2006/iss2/21

26

Author: Full Issue

Er;rzlrinTrt MeNcINl
Eur,ocv oF A Grnr,
We gather here today
To mourn the death of a girl;
One who we will miss fervently
For eternity

Her purity will be remembered.
Her small. delicate hand
Remembered being grasped so tightly into yours
We remember scraped knees

kmonade stands
Mischevious grins.
Suddenly and unexpectedly
Summers tum to autumn
Autumns turn to winter
Winte rs to spring
So on and so forth

And slowly...
Chocolate covered mouths alter
To lipstick, and Lash-by-Lash mascaraed eyes.

Constantly searching reflections
Complexions
Obsessions with one's self
Confusion about destiny
As memory soars past with its
Silver, transculent wings
And the paper-thin skin of youth
Sheds its original radiance to rcveal

Not the empty shell of a child
But a confident, finished
Beautiful
Female.
So, although we moum the death

Of a girl
Tomorrow let us celebrate
The birth of a woman.
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LrNosev Smrrn
Pnlns
A sweet, balding, elderly man waited patiently, crouched on all fours, behind the
couch. His skinny frame, with yet a rotund belly, cast a shadow on the living room
floor. He would remain there until the pinnacle of our camp-out, when he would come
slowly crawling towards us. This happened every night as my grandfather, Pops, would
join my sister and me in our elaborate world of imagination as "Smokey the Bear" There
were always pears; Pops loved pears.

"A camping we will go, a camping we will go, hi-ho and off we go, a camping
we will go." We sang this song as we got in line for our parade down nature trail. Nana
stood first, with plate of fruit in hand; I was second, because I was the oldest, and
Shannon was last. I felt important as I stood behind Nana. I watched her blonde curly
hair bounce as we skipped, danced, and frolicked through the house. We made our way
through the kitchen, around the dining room table, and past the "bears'den." We finally
made it to our desired destination, our beloved, makeshift campsite.
Sitting around the living room campfire, made of ugly brown couch cushions,
Nana told stories of growing up on the farm. We listened intently and wide-eyed, while

fruit. We enjoyed hearing those stories; but we were greatly
anticipating the visit from "Smokey the Bear." All of a sudden we would hear it, a
growl and a gruff from behind the couch. It was Pops, on his hands and knees,
munching on our delicious

pretending to be a bear, only to appease his innocent granddaughters. Shannon and I
would leap to our feet; we were being attacked! It would always go the same way.

I screamed at the top of my lungs, "Oh no, a big scary bear is trying to steal our
food and kill us; save us Nanal"
Shannon and I ran to cower beneath Nana, as Pops continually got closeq
pawing and huffing at the ground, "GrrrrrmrrrrrrrrrrrrrrlTrffrmrrr."
"He's coming, he's coming, what are we going to do?"
Suddenly, Nana said, "Wait, look closely, that's not a mean scary bear, that's just
Smokey coming to say

hi!"

"Yay! It's Smokey. Let's go feed him his pears."
With that, Shannon and I would rush to feed Smokey his daily dose of pears.
We would literally take three pears at a time and stuff them into Pops' mouth. He would
choke on them and spit them on the ground as we force fed him way more pears than
was humanly possibly. Then, we would go for rides on Smokey's back and pet his

balding head as if it were full of brown fur.
Soon after, the night would quickly draw to a close, but there was still more fun
to be had. Shannon and I would place a pillow behind his head and tell him to lie back
against the wall. Then, just as he went to put his head down, we would remove the
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pillow and Pops would bang his head, hard. He screamed in agony; we laughed
hysterically. This trick never got old. Pops would pretend to be hurt' and we would
sympathize, but he always did it again, and again.
We got to hear a final bedtime story, upstairs, with Smokcy himself' I never
knew what story I was going to hear about - was it going to be about the gang of skunks
Pops once dueled with, the adventurous bull, or Blacky the crow?
Pops began the tale, "Once upon a time, early in the morning, I went outside to
feed thc cows. On my way to the barn, I found an injurcd crow with a broken wing
lying on the ground. There was something magical about this crow; I could t'eel it'

"A magical crow, Pops, really?"
"Of course, Lindsay, he is magical. I

named him Blacky, and nursed him back

to health, feeding him sccds and pears.
"You fed him pears?"

"Oh yes, Blacky likes pears as much as I do. As soon as he could fly again, I let
him go, but I knew that wouldn't be the last of Blacky. From that day on, whenever I
was in trouble, Blacky knew it, and he would come to return the favor. So girls'
whenever you feel lost or scared, look up at the sky and listen for that wondrous 'caw,
caw,' and know that it is Blacky."
"Will Blacky always be there, Pops?"
"Yes, girls, whenever you need him, he will be there."

More than ten years later, I was sixteen years old, and it was a cold and brutal
morning in November. Pops was in the hospital after having received a heat
defibrillator. The doctors were hopeful, and he seemed to be getting better. I had
spoken to him on the phonc the night before, and he was doing'Just

fine." Before Nana

and my mother could make the one-hour drive out to the Syracuse hospital, Nana had to
make one last essential stop. She absolutely had to go back to her apartment to get

pears. Pops wantcd those pears, he needcd those pears, and she couldn't leave without
them.

Thcy entcrcd the apartmcnt just as the phone rang. It was the doctor calling, "Wallee
has just gone into cardiac arrest; we are doing the best we can, but it is not going
well. ..."
The tone in the doctor's voice indicated that the worst had happened. My
mother, being a nurse, knew that Pops had probably died because doctors never tell

tamily about death over the phone. In haste, the pears were left abandoned, in the
refiigeratoq as Nana and my mother rushed out the door to embark on a tense and
tearful ride to hell.Vomit rose in my throat as I heard my Uncle Joe utter words I had
been dreading to heaq "I am just calling about the funeral arrangements... " That was all
I needed to hear, I knew the fate that had been sealed. Nana didn't make it to the
hospital in time; and the essential pears were never received. Smokey never ate his last
pears; they remained forgotten and rotting at the bottom of the refrigerator.
z5
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Tovr Tunnp
'W'r.xn UP!!!
I will walk along the beach with you. Your hair shines like gold in the
sunlight. Your eyes glint like diamonds in the moonlight. Your place or mine? I could
lay with you alf day and night. Let me touch you. BZZZZZ|II
Yes

Damn alarm! Always right when I'm getting to the good part of my dreams, the
alarm goes of and spoils it. It is a small, off-white contraption with a black front and
glowing green lett...well, I guess, they are actually numbers. No letters on this clock.
Well unless you count the ones on top that mark the setting buttons and the snooze
button. Then there is the button that I always always always push before I go to bed'
The one that turns it from a lump of plastic to an annoying demon from hell. The on/otT
button. Oh, what a pain that button is. The thing always chooses the wrong time to go
off. Oh I know that it isn't the clock's fault. But why is the moment that I am always
about to bite into the biggest most tasty confection in the world, or kiss my dream girl
exactly when that alarm goes off. You'd think it knew. Do I talk in my sleep? Do I give

it

some warning to my mindset right before

it goes?

Or is it me? Do I in fact always set a mental clock that tells my dreams to come
to a cf imax right when I know the alarm will be ringing with its annoyingbuzzl buzz!
buzz!? Someday science will figure it all out, or I can ask God when I get up there, or at
least Saint Peter, if I don't get past the Gate. I will be most interested in the answer.
But for now wake up. Cast off the fading images of a warm sandy beach and
come to grips with the reality of a cold off-white room made of concrete and drywall.
Leave my fantasy maiden who never judges and always comforts and return to my
roommate who, while a good roomy, is no fantasy maiden. Enter the world of no dates
and many women. Pickups that never work and go untried as a result. A world where to
be able to say what I mean would shatter the fabric of space time and condemn the
universe to a cold hell and pork that gets caught in the turbines of 747s.
The floor is cold and hard and piled with things that I would file away if I had
anywhere to put them. Newspapers I have yet to read' Folders that have yet to fill up
with materials. Papers that lie half-finished and books that need to be studied- So much
to do. My mind is full and I haven't even gotten out of bec.
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